THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

"I don't believe I shall walk a whole night on this
trip/' I meditated on the Portsmouth road, "and I don't
believe they'd arrest me if I did, and I am sure I could
not persuade anybody I was an out-of-work clerk who
wanted sixpence for grass-cutting. Here am I, com-
fortably clad, with a knapsack on my back, and enough
money to get me to Devonshire. Even granted that I
could still bleat my woes in a Cockney accent without
giving myself away by either self-consciousness or grins,
how could I, without going into an impossible conceal-
ment, grow a shaggy beard? Where should I acquire the
right kind of clothes? Could I now, with the price of a
bed on me, sleep in a damp wood with pheasants flopping
about? And what on earth should I do with my pack and
my money, how should I explain my sound garments, all
with my name on them, if I really did try to see again the
inside of a Casual Ward?" I realized now that I had been
silly when I had airily toyed with the idea of sampling a
few modern Casual Wards with a view to comparing
them with those of a generation ago; I hadn't at all
foreseen all the arrangements that would have to be
made, nor why I should even have to get two new pairs of
spectacles, for they certainly wouldn't swallow my yarn
at a "Spike5' if I turned up in tortoiseshell rims, let alone
the obvious golfing shoes. "Another time, perhaps," I
sighed, wondering whether the bread was still so hard at
that place in Wiltshire, or the porridge so thin in the
Ward at Isleworth.

Isleworth Workhouse. I haven't seen it since I slept
there; I didn't even remember to ask if I might revisit
it, as it were semi-officially, when I was a Parliamentary